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"t A thorn in one's own little finger is more
difficult to endure than a sword piercing the
sublime Emperor's arm,'" replied the headman,
resuming his occupation. "But if your angle of
regarding the various obligations is as you have
stated it, then there is obviously nothing more
to be said. In any case it is more than doubtful
whether the Fountain of Justice would raise an
eyelash if you, by every combination of fortunate'
circumstance, succeeded in reaching his presence."

"The headman has spoken, and his word is ten
times more weighty than that of an ill-educated
fisherman," replied Ten-teh submissively, and he
departed.

From that time Ten-teh sought to sustain life
upon roots and wild herbs which he collected
laboriously and not always in sufficient quantities
from the woods and rank wastes around. Soon
even this resource failed him in a great measure,
for a famine of unprecedented harshness swept
over that part of the province. All supplies of
adequate food ceased, and those who survived were
driven by the pangs of hunger to consume weeds
and the bark of trees, fallen leaves, insects of the
lowest orders and the bones of wild animals which
had died in the forest. To carry a little rice openly
was a rash challenge in those who still valued life,
and a loaf of chaff and black mould was guarded
as a precious jewel. No wife or daughter could
weigh in the balance against a measure of corn,
and men sold themselves into captivity to secure
the coarse nourishment which the rich allotted to
their slaves. Those who remained in the villages
followed in Ten-teh's footsteps, so that the meagre
harvest that hitherto had failed to supply one
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